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Council in one of the Governor's rooms. Footballs
and football boots were sent in to the younger ones
by supporters outside. We practised assiduously and
issued a challenge to a band of Sinn Fieners who
spent the days playing in another part of the prison.
The match didn't take place, luckily for us.

The prison doctor was distracted, especially when
father's health seemed to be breaking down. Two
or three of us were genuinely ill, but one and all
reported sick every morning and insisted on a
thorough examination in case we had some hidden
illness for which, we insisted, we would hold the
governor responsible. Warders were transferred and
reduced in rank for bullying and threatening prisoners
with personal violence. The place became a pan-
demonium and our imprisonment degenerated into a
farce.

Outside the prison, more exciting things were
happening. Enormous processions marched with
bands and banners round the prison walls. Leather-
lunged orators addressed the crowds from the upper
windows of houses facing the prison. We could see
them plainly over the prison wall, and they could
see us peering between the bars of our cell windows.
We all sang the Red Flag, the Internationale, and
other socialist songs, shouted greetings to each other
over the wall, and as a rule father would wind
up the demonstrations with one of his rousing speeches
which could be heard throughout the prison.

One of the most important rules is that prisoners
must not talk at all or look out of their cell windows.